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Their cries from afar fall breathless,
Their wings are as lightnings that flee ; For the land has two lords that are deathless : Death's self, and the sea.
4-
These twain, as a king with his fellow, Hold converse of desolate speech : And her waters are haggard and yellow
And crass with the scurf of the beach: And his garments are grey as the hoary
Wan sky where the day lies dim; And his power is to her, and his glory, As hers unto him.
5-In the pride of his power she rejoices,
In her glory he glows and is glad :